7o	A MODERN COMEDY
to-night ? Weren't they going to that play of L.S.D.'s ?
No—that was to-morrow ! Was there conceivably nothing ?
If so, of course she would shorten her unoccupied time as
much as possible. He made that reflection humbly. Michael
had no illusions, he knew himself to be commonplace, with
only a certain redeeming liveliness, and, of course, his affec-
tion for her. He even recognised that his affection was a
weakness, tempting him to fussy anxieties, which on prin-
ciple he restrained. To enquire, for instance, of Coaker or
Philps—their man and their maid—when she had gone out,
would be thoroughly against that principle. The condition
of the world was such that Michael constantly wondered if
his own affairs were worth paying attention to ; but then
the condition of the world was also such that sometimes
one's own affairs seemed all that were worth paying atten-
tion to. And yet his affairs were, practically speaking,
Fleur ; and if he paid too much attention to them, he was
afraid of annoying her.
-	He went into his dressing-room and undid his waistcoat.
' But no !' he thought;   ' if she finds me " dressed "
already, it'll put too much point on it.' So he did up his
waistcoat and went downstairs again. Coaker was in the
hall.
" Mr. Forsyte and Sir Lawrence looked in about six, sir.
Mrs. Mont was out. What time shall I serve dinner ? "
" Oh! about a quarter past eight. I don't think we're
going out,"
He went into the drawing-room and passing down its
Chinese emptiness, drew aside the curtain. The square
looked cold and dark and draughty; and he thought :
*	Bicket—pneumonia—I hope she's got her fur coat.'    He
took out a cigarette and put it back. If she saw him at the
window she would think him fussy ; and he went up again
to see. if she had put on her fur !

